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book, which was not published until he was
thirty-four, happened to be a volume of poems,
but for many years he was principally a novelist.
The vast success of The Forest Lovers came early;
he had adapted Pre-Raphaelitism to fiction, and
people expected him to go on doing it. He was
content to leave that to his imitators ; the thing
was done and behind him. He wrote his Italian
tales, and Italy was abandoned. He wrote in
The Queen's Quair and Richard Yea and Nay the
two finest historical novels of our generation, and
then he passed to other fields, to novels of modern
England, to new versions of the old sagas of the
north.

After a time his chief centre of interest shifted
from the novel. The larger public still insisted on
regarding him as a novelist and, to his annoyance,
as first and foremost the novelist of The Forest
Lovers; he got so tired of seeing that book
bracketed with his name whenever it was men-
tioned that he would even, in talk, underrate it.
It was something of a millstone to a man who had
long ago turned to other paths where he knew well
he was doing good work too little recognised.

For in his last eight years, possibly the richest
in production of all his life, Hewlett as poet and
essayist produced a volume of work which would
have given him a great reputation had not the
stupid habit of labelling people led so many to
assume that these last books were merely the
recreations of an elderly novelist. Latterly his
qualities were beginning to be recognised; he
was, as it were, embarked on a second career;
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